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I told him I had no faith at all in those sort of
people whom they called cunning men.

Nay, says he, I believe they deal with the Devil,
but I don't care for that, if I can but have satisfac-
tion in what I go about.

I told him I differed from him in that too, for I
neither believed that they dealt with the Devil, or
the Devil with them ; or that they could say any-
thing to him that was to the purpose.

Why, they do tell strange things, says he.

I told him I believed nothing of it; but that it
was all a cheat; and so I seemed loath to have him
go to the cunning man at all.

N. B. You must understand here, that my friend
was not so really doubtful as he made the young
man believe he was; but, as he had told me before,
he believed there was something in it, but he could
never come at the speech of one of the pretenders
to the art, and so was entirely ignorant of what they
did, or how they proceeded, and therefore (as he
told me) he was mighty willing to go with him,
though he made some show of being backwards; so
he went on with his discourse.

I was not only loath to let him go, says my friend,
but I told him I did not care for it, and therefore
desired he would excuse me going with him; but
when he told me who the cunning man was, and
that he would go to the famous Dr. Boreman, my
curiosity prevailed with me. not only not to persuade
him against going, but to resolve to go with him
myself.

In a word, we appointed a day, and I went
with him, for I had a great mind to talk with the
doctor.

When we came to the house (it was in Kent, not
far from Maidstone, where the doctor lived at that
time; I don't remember the place exactly but), I
say, when we came to the place, a servant came to